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Both  veiled  and  burdened ! 

Gbe  liberation  anb  enlightenment  of  ^tibia’s 
womanboob  is  one  of  our  great  tasks.” 


— 31  ass  Movement  Era. 


W O Yvi  e.  V> 


To  the  PATRONS 

of  the  Woman  s Work  in  the  Meerut  District, 

North-West  India  Conference. 

Dear  Friends — 

We  herewith  hand  you  your  Bible-reader’s  letter.  We  wish  it  were  a better  one.  We  wish  it  really  told  about 
her  work.  Our  Bible-women  know  better  how  to  do  the  work  than  to  write  about  it.  We  have  personally  visited  each 
Bible-woman  once  this  year,  and  in  many  instances,  a number  of  times.  Our  District  at  the  present  time  is  about 
one-fourth  as  large  as  the  State  of  Kansas.  Up  until  December  1915  our  only  way  of  getting  about  was  by  train  and 
ox-cart.  Since  then  a horse  tonga  has  taken  the  place  of  the  ox-cart  We  are  praying  that  some  one  will  send  us  a 
“ Ford.  ’ What  a help  it  would  be  ! What  a tine  thing  it  would  be  to  have  a “ Ford,”  with  the  name  of  the  donor — the 
name  of  an  Auxiliary,  or  the  name  of  loved  one,  or  a pastor’s  name — written  in  large  letters  across  it,  running  in  and  out 
of  hundreds  of  India’s  villages ! We  want  to  visit  the  Bible-readers  and  their  work  oftener  and  do  better  work  when  we 
reach  their  villages.  A Ford  will  help  us  to  do  this. 

Some  one  has  written  a book  entitled,  “ With  the  Thibetans  in  Tent  and  Temple.”  We  cannot  write  a book, 
neither  have  we  been  with  the  Thibetans,  but  we  wish  we  could  tell  you  about  our  itineraries  among  the  Hindoos, 
pitching  our  tents  right  by  their  temples  in  mango  groves  near  their  villages.  We  take  our  frypans,  pots  and  kettles, 
dishes  and  cutler}',  right  along  with  us  and  camp  near  their  village  homes  from  one  to  three  months  at  a time.  Our 
work  is  to  visit  each  village  congregation,  to  help  and  encourage  the  Bible-woman  and  other  workeis,  showing  them  how 
to  teach  schools  and  how  to  strengthen  their  Sunday-schools;  to  teach  the  workers  Normal  methods,  to  hold  village 


meetings  to  which  Christians  and  non-Christians,  from  the  lowest  outcaste  to  the  highest  Brahmin,  come.  We  also 
examine  schools,  dispense  medicine,  and  give  talks  on  sanitation.  The  meetings  and  schools  are  held  under  a tree  near 
some  Christian’s  house,  or  in  his  mud-hut-veranda  and  door  yard. 

The  Mass  Movement  in  our  district  continues  unabated.  More  than  five  thousand  people  were  baptized  during 
1915.  What  a task  this  imposes  on  our  Woman’s  Foreign  Missionary  Society,  for  half  of  these  are  women  and  girls  who 
have  never  learned  to  read  or  write,  and  who  have  thought  hitherto  that  it  was  not  possible  for  them  to  have  a share  in 
man’s  salvation.  We  are  establishing  primary  schools  in  circuit  centres  and  sub-centres  as  fast  as  we  can.  Fifteen 
dollars  will  keep  such  a school  running  for  a year.  The  donor  can  name  the  school.  An  extra  dollar  will  bring  pictures 
of  the  school  and  teacher  at  work.  The  object  of  these  schools  is  to  teach  the  Christians  to  read  the  Bible  and  Hymn- 
book  and  to  write  a readable  letter.  Fundamental  Bible  truths  are  also  taught;  for  they  are,  first  of  all,  Christian 
schools. 

The  greatest  discouragement  we  find  in  the  work  is  the  sordid,  untaught,  uninspired  life  of  the  women.  The 
Bible-readers  cannot  tramp  the  villages  as  their  husbands  do.  The  village  Christian  women  are  often  too  shy  to  show 
their  faces  to  the  preacher  who  comes  to  instruct.  Hinduism,  these  long  years,  has  emphasized  the  thought  that  women 
are  not  worthy  of  consideration,  that  it  is  better  to  teach  a cow  than  the  mother  of  children.  So  the  teaching  of  these 
thou  sands  of  village  women  and  girls  is  one  of  the  great  present-day  tasks  of  the  Church.  The  Conference  slogan  is, 
“On  to  the  villages!”  Surely  a leading  objective  on  arrival  is  the  village  woman! 

Eve  led  her  husband  in  the  Garden  of  Eden ; Delilah  was  the  cause  of  Samson’s  undoing ; and  Solmon,  thought 
to  be  strong  and  wise,  could  not  withstand  the  influence  of  his  womenfolk.  So  here,  where  woman  is  supposed  to  have 
no  place,  her  social  influence  in  the  home  is  tremendous.  The  whole  family  may  have  received  Christian  teaching  and 


No 


4 


44  In  ibe  name  of  the  father  and  of  tbe  Son  and 


or  the  fioip  6bost.” 


A baptismal  scene  in  a village  of  the  Meerut  District 
where  more  than  five  thousand  were  baptised  during 
1915.  About  eighty  were  baptised  in  this  village  on 
the  day  the  picture  was  taken.  The  minister  is  a 
convert  from  Mohammedanism,  and  the  man  being 
baptised  belongs  to  the  Hindu  caste  of  Cbamars.  One 
assistant  bears  the  vessel  with  the  water,  the  other 
writes  down  the  names  of  those  baptised. 


baptism,  the  wife  and  mother  along  with  the  rest.  But  a son  takes  ill.  Medicine  is  given  as  far  as  is  known.  The 
family  has  prayed  many  times  for  the  sick  child.  The  pastor  has  been  called  to  pray  and  to  suggest  remedies.  The  child 
grows  worse.  The  old  idolatrous  remedies  occur  to  the  distracted  mother  and  as  a last  resort  she  Hies  to  them,  dragging 
her  whole  family  with  her.  And  so  in  marriage  and  the  settlement  of  daughters  in  homes  of  their  own ; fearing  the 
children  may  be  left  orphans,  or  that  suitable  mates  may  not  be  found  for  them  if  they  delay  too  long,  she  urges  her 
husband  on  into  the  too-early-marriage-arrangement  of  their  children. 

What  an  influence,  too,  for  good  she  may  be  ! It  is  often  the  Christian  woman  who  suggests  a larger  offering. 
Others  catch  her  spirit  and  presently  a silver  collection  is  forthcoming,  with  additions  of  grain  or  fodder  for  the  oxen, 
a chicken,  or  a larger  piece  of  “gur”  (^sugarcane  juice  boiled  into  cakes  the  color  of  maple  sugar).  Yes,  the  village 
woman’s  influence  is  great — greater  than  her  lord  is  willing  to  admit.  She  cannot  show  her  face  before  the  older  male 
members  of  the  family  or  speak  in  their  presence,  yet  she  leads  those  very  men  in  things  religious  and  social.  She 
should  be  thoroughly  captured  for  God  and  His  cause.  Let  the  slogan  be,  “On  to  the  villages  and  to  the  Christian 
women  thereiu  ! ” 

In  a land  where  the  rank  and  file  of  the  people  can  neither  read  nor  write,  few  letters  are  sent.  For  it  takes 
half  a day’s  wage  to  the  village  clerk  to  have  a letter  written  or  read.  The  news  of  home  and  loved  ones,  therefore, 
comes  chiefly  through  a messenger,  or  chance  passer-by,  or  visitor.  One  of  the  pleasant  experiences  of  a village  itinerary 
is  to  meet  those  whose  homes  are  in  other  villages.  Young  wives,  men  on  business  or  pleasure,  we  often  meet,  who 
enquire  if  we  have  been  in  such-and-such  a village.  On  finding  that  we  have,  they  ask  all  sorts  of  questions  about  the 
little  brother,  or  mother,  or  about  uncles  and  aunts.  In  short  we  have  a real  gossipy  time.  And  if,  perchance,  we  are 
soon  to  visit  some  one’s  village;  messages,  many,  are  given  to  bear  to  the  home  folks.  May  the  time  soon  come  when 
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A great  gathering  of  vil- 
lage leaders  at  Ghaziabad. 

Seven  hundred  men  and 
women,  from  scores  of  vil- 
lages, were  in  attendance. 

The  women,  who  are  sit- 
ting in  a veranda  at  the 
extreme  right,  cannot  be 
seen  in  the  picture. 

Some  of  the  representa- 
tive men  in  cut  No.  1 are 
here. 


through  our  primary  village  schools  these  village  Christians  and  thousands  of  others  like  them,  can  avail  themselves  of 
India’s  excellent  Post  Office  system,  reading  and  writing  their  own  letters. 

Continued  effort  is  being  made  throughout  the  district  to  teach  the  Bible  through  its  stories.  It  is  said,  '‘All  the 
world  loves  a story”  and  India  is  no  exception  Believing  that  “ the  story  of  to-day  will  be  the  guiding  principles  of 
to-morrow,”  we  are  trying  to  flood  the  Meerut  District  with  Bible-stories.  The  aim  is  to  have  the  story  told  in  such 
a way  as  to  influence  the  will,  and  eventually  the  heart  and  life.  The  desire  is  to  make  the  Bible  live  in  the  hearts  of 
the  people  through  its  stories,  which  are  never  told  except  with  a definite  aim  in  view.  For  example:  In  the  telling 

of  the  story  of  A chan  the  aim  is  to  show  that  stealing  is  a bad  and  despicable  thing.  Moralizing  and  explaining  are 
minimized  in  the  effort  to  so  tell  the  story  that  it  will  carry  its  own  teaching  to  the  heart  of  the  hearer,  leaving  him  to 
draw  his  own  conclusion. 

Realizing,  too,  that  an  uneducated  people  require  the  concrete,  we  do  not  attempt  to  teach  even  such  a seemingly 
simple  truth  as  “ God  is  love,”  without  a concrete  illustration  ; such  as  the  story  of  the  prodigal  son.  The  first  command- 
ment, too,  is  better  understood  if  taught  with  the  story  of  Elijah  on  Mount  Carmel.  In  this  we  try  to  imitate  the  Great 
Teacher  of  whom  it  is  said,  “ Without  a parable  spake  He  not  unto  them.”  Without  the  Bible-story  we  do  not  attempt 
to  teach  the  fundamental  truths  of  God,  Sin  and  Salvation 

The  recent  death  of  Rev.  Dennis  Clancy  necessitated  the  removal  of  Rev.  J.  T.  Robertson  from  the  Bulandshahr 
District  to  the  Roorkee  District.  As  there  was  no  other  arrangement  for  the  Bulandshahr  District,  it  again  became 
a part  of  the  Meerut  District.  Or.r  Bishop  at  the  last  Conference,  held  in  January  1918,  appointed  Miss  Lydia  D. 
Christensen,  who  had  spent  two  useful  years  in  the  Meerut  Girls’  School,  to  the  District  work.  We  have  been  praising 
God  ever  since  for  her  timely  help  and  Christian  association  Melva  A.  Livermore, 

June  30th , 1916.  Ghaziabad,  India. 
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Seven  hundred  of  our  new  converts  from  the 
Chamars,  representing  seven  thousand  in  one 
circuit,  gathered  at  a Rally  in  Ghaziabad.  Dis- 
persing after  the  meeting  referred  to  in  No.  2. 
Notice  the  women  at  the  left. 


Sbc  uecb  to  bow  before  ber  beatben  sbrinc. 


gJV  Jfjtory  of  ^ ar 
who  forsook  her  idols  and  won  ninety  souls. 


was  a hot,  day  in  June.  The  “loo”  had  been  blowing  from  the  rising 
until  the  setting  of  the  sun.  That  peculiar,  dusty  stillness,  which  settles 
down  on  an  Indian  landscape  at  set  of  sun,  after  a day  of  the  scorch- 
ing “ loo,”  was  everywhere.  Not  a twig  stirred,  not  a blade  of  grass. 


Two  Bible-readers  ventured  forth,  one  carrying  her  babe,  a month  old,  the 
other  a boy  of  three  years.  After  a hot  walk  through  the  narrow,  tortuous, 
dirty  streets  of  the  city,  turning  now  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left,  now  doubling 
back  a few  yards  to  avoid  the  crowded  bazar,  they  came  to  the  quarter  of  the 
city  known  as  “ Dasna  Gate.”  Here  lived  the  best  shoemakers  of  the  city. 
A few  men  of  them  were  secret  believers.  Indeed,  they  had  quite  made  up 
their  minds  to  break  with  the  past,  cost  what  it  would,  and  ask  for  baptism. 
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HSut,  sb e octs  convcrtcb  anb  learns  to  rcab. 


The  wise  Indian  preacher,  however,  knew  that  these  men  would  prove  weak  and 
unsatisfactory  unless  their  wives  were  won.  So  the  Bible-readers  started  out  to 
begin  the  conquest  of  these  banner  women  for  Christ. 

On  arrival  in  this  section  of  the  city  where  these  shoemakers  lived,  they 
found  a daughter  of  one  of  the  best  families, 

worshipping  at  the  family  shrine. 

The  girl,  ignoring  their  presence,  continued  her  devotions.  They  passed  on 
into  the  next  courtyard  where  a dozen  or  more  women  were  seated  together, 
embroidering  the  tops  of  shoes  for  their  husbands  to  finish  off  for  the  next  sale 
day.  Contrary  to  Hindustani  etiquette  the  Bible-readers  were  not  invited  to 
sit  down ; but,  on  the  contrary,  were  ordered  out  of  the  place.  Begging 
permission  to  sing  a hymn,  they  promised  to  leave.  The  idol-worshipping  girl 
joined  the  group  and  listened  attentively.  Thus  was  the  Gospel  introduced 
to  the  women  of  Dasna  Gate,  Ghaziabad,  ten  years  ago. 

Har  Dei  was  betrothed  bo  a boy  of  a distant  village.  She  was  often  found 
at  the  shrine  in  her  father’s  door-yard.  The  repeated  visits  of  the  Bible-readers 
made  a deep  impression  on  her.  In  a year  or  two  not  only  the  father,  mother, 
their  three  splendid  boys,  Har  Dei,  and  her  sister,  but  three  or  four  of  the 
10 


A Village  School. 


Hnb  beams  at  once  to  tcacb  others. 


best  families  of  the  mohalla  were  knocking  at  the  doors  of  the 
Christian  Church. 

Now  the  gills  of  that  mohalla , or  of  any  other  for  that 
matter,  had  never  dreamed  of  learning  to  read.  It  was  an 
unthinkable  thing  to  those  idol-worshipping  households.  But 
now  a new  alchemy  had  come  into  their  lives  and 

Har  Dei  wished  to  learn  to  read. 

She  found  the  happiest  hour  to  be  that  with  the  Bible- 
reader,  when,  book  in  hand,  she  spelled  out  the  strange  letters 
of  the  Hindi  alphabet. 

While  Har  Dei  was  learning  to  read,  to  write,  and  to  tell  the  beautiful  story,  the  father  of  the  boy  to  whom  she 
was  engaged  in  the  old  days,  came  to  claim  his  son’s  bride.  He  listened,  impatiently  at  first,  to  the  entreaties  of 
Har  Dei’s  father  and  his  sons  to  become  a Christian  along  with  them.  The  oldest  brother  said,  “ We  are  going  to  be  a 
united  family  some  day  in  Heaven.  How  sad  to  think  you  will  be  left  out.  Accept  our  Christ,  then  there  will  be  no 
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separation.”  He  yielded,  and  his  son  also,  and  both  were  baptised  far  from  their  village  home  in  the  heme  of  Har  Dei’s 
father. 

The  wedding  day  came  and  went,  as  so  many  wedding  days  do  here  in  this  Oriental  land.  Har  Dei  clung  to  her 
mother  and  wept,  but  she  was  old  enough  not  to  require  force  or  strategy  to  get  her  to  accompany  her  husband  and 
father-in-law.  They  travelled  a long  way  by  train  and  ox-cart,  and  Har  Dei  reached  her  new  home  in  a non-Christian 
village.  She,  her  husband  and  her  father-in-law  were  the  only  Christians  in  the  village.  Her  sou)  .vas  disquieted  within 
her  as  she  saw  the  whole  village  given  up  to  idolatry.  She  cried,  she  prayed.  Assurance  came  into  her  heart  and 

she  set  about  to  win  the  village  for  Christ, 

b~  j ~xu  with  her  own  household — her  husband’s  mother,  the  other  members  of  the  family — then  the  neighbours. 

^tter  some  months  Har  Dei  visited  her  home  and  asked  the  missionary  for  books  to  teach  her  people  to  read, 
ficfoi^'  the  year  closed  the  Indian  preacher  came  in  one  day  from  a long  itinerary  with  a happy  heart  and  a glowing 
account  of  Har  Dei’s  village  and  of  the  ninety  people  who  had  received  baptism — “all  the  work  of  Har  Dei,”  he  said! 

The  years  went  by,  and  before  she  was  thirty,  Har  Dei  became  a widow.  Her  great  joy  is  to  win  her  peoj^le 
fcvay  from  their  idols.  She  has  just  entered  the  Bible  Training  School  at  Muttra  for  a two  years’  course  of  Bible  Study. 
A card  lies  on  my  table  from  the  principal.  She  says,  “ Har  Dei  arrived  safely.  What  a sweet  face  she  has.” 

And  now  Har  Dei  bows  no  more  before  the  Indian  trident  by  an  earthen  shrine,  but  at  Jesus’  feet,  where  she 
hopes  to  bring,  in  humble  devotion,  multitudes  of  India’s  village  women. 


12 


M.  A.  Livermore. 


